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PETER’S  PR 

O R, 


HECY- 


The  president  and  POET. 

O R, 

An  important  EPISTLE  to  SIR  J.  BANKS, 

ON  THE 


APPROACHING  ELECTION 

O F A 


PRESIDENT  OF  the  ROYAL  SOCIETY, 

With  an  ETCHING  by  an  Eminent  Artist, 


Y 


E T E 


PINDAR,  E s Qjj  I a e. 


Tros,  PvUtilulVe  foat,  nullo  difcrimmc  habebo. 


VlRGILv 


Rank  is  a Farce  “—if  People  Fools  vvlii  be, 

A Scavenger  and  King’s  the  fame  to  7ne* 

La  Societe  Royale  de  Londres  fut  formee  en  1660,  fix  Ans  avant  notre  Academic  des  Sciences® 
£lle  n’a  point  de  Recompences  comme  la  notre ; mais  auffi  elle  eft  libre.  Point  de  ces  Diftindions 
defagreables,  inveatees  par  P Abbe  Bignon,  qui  diftribua  P Academie  des  Sciences  en  favans 
qu’on  payait,  et  en  honoraires  qui  n’etoient  pas  favans.  La  Societe  dc  Londres  independantc,  et 
n’etant  encouragee  que  par  eile  meme,  a ete  compofee  de  Sujets  qui  oat  trouve  le  Calcul  de  PInfini, 
les  Lois  de  la  Lumiere,  celles  de  Pefanteur,  I’Aberration  des  Etoiles,  le  Telefcope  de  Reflexion,  la 
Pompe  a feu,  le  Microfeope  folaire,  et  beaucoup  d’  autres  Inventions  aufti  utiles  qu’admirables® 
Qu’  auroient  fait  de  plus  ces  Grands  Hommes  s'ils  avoient  ete  Penfionnaires  ou  Honoraires  ? 

Voltaire,  fur  la  Societe  Royale 


LONDON; 

Printed  for  G,  KEARSLEY,  at  Johnson’s  FIead,  No.  46,  Fleet  Street, 
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The  PROPRIETORS  of  the  Works  of 


PETER  PINDAR,  Efquire, 

Find  themfelves  obliged,  on  account  of  the  frequent  Piracies 

of  his  Produ<Slions,  to  offer 

TWENTY  GUINEAS  Reward, 

On  the  Convidlion  of  any  Offender  ; 

The  Money  to  be  immediately  paid  by  the  Publifher, 
Mr.  Kearsley,  in  Fleet  Street;  or  Mr.  Cooper,  Printer, 
Bow  Street,  Govent  Garden ; and  the  Name  or  Names  of 
the  communicating  Party  concealed. 


Th§,  argument. 


SUBLIME  and  poetical  Exordium^  in  which  the  Bard  applaudeth  him- 
felfj  condemneth  his  Sovereign^  and  condefcendeth  to  inJlruB  Sir  Jofeph 
Banks,  F,  B.  S.  — Anecdote  of  Julius  Caefiir  and  a Conjuror  — Peter 
dwellcth  with  much  Solemnity  on  the  gloomy  Month  of  November j and  corn- 
par  eth  Sir  Jofeph  Banks  to  Jupiter  and  Mr.  Squib — Afzeth  forewd 
quef  ions— Sir  Jofeph  comprehendeth  their  fage  Meanings,  and  f let h into  a 
PaJJion^  and  boafeth  how  he  revengeth  himfelf  on  the  Fun  the  World  enjoy- 
eth  at  his  Expence — Sir  Jofeph  anhnadverteth  wifely  on  a Fall  from  the 
Prefdency  to  the  State  of  a fimple  Fellow^  obliquely  and  nobly  hinting  at  a 
few  Traits  of  his  own  CharaBer — Peter  replieth  with  good  Advice^  exhi- 
biting^ at  the  fame  Lime  acute  Knowledge  of  the  fexual  Syfem  in  botanical 
Affairs  — Sir  Jofeph  refufeth  Peterh  Counfel — Peter  mentioneth  Men  of 

r 

Science.,  ' whom  Sir  Jofeph  fcorneth — Sir  Jofeph  letteth  the  Cat  out  of  the 
Bag.,  and  foeweth  Principles  inimical  to  the  Caufe  of  true  Philofophy,  by 
wi/hing  to  make  great  Men  Fellows,  inf  e ad  of  wife  men — Peter  mo  raff  eth 
with  profundity,  and  flappeth  the  Bugs  of  Fortune  for  daring,  on  Account 
of  their  Mammon,  to  place  themfelves  on  a Level  with  Genius — Ar  Jofeph 
maketh  more  Lifovery  of  his  Dijpoftion,  by  abufng  Painting,  Poetry,  and 
Mufic,  and  wifjeth  to  tread  in  the  Steps  of  his  Sovereign — Peter  illufrateth 
the  Prefidenf  s Mode  of  catching  at  an  Argument,  by  a beautiful  Spider 
Simile — Sir  Jofeph  boafeth  of  his  Lea  and  Loaf  Weapons — Peter  ani- 
madverteth  with  his  ufual  Wifdom  on  the  miraculous  Powers  of  Meat, 
when  applied  to  a hungry  Stomach — Sir  fndeth  out  a 7tew  Road 

to  the  Heart — Boafeth  of  royal  Favour — Peter  fmileth  at  it,  and  fright^ 
neth  Sir  Jofeph — Sir  Jofeph  enquireth  the  World's  Opinion  of  himfelf-^ 

Peter 


H E ARGUMENT. 


VttcT  giveth it  without  Ceremony- — Sir  Jofeph  curfeth — ’Peter  prayeth 
him  to  be  quiet ^ proceedeih^  a^-  Itelieth  terrible  T^hmgs—Str  Jofeph  fwear^ 
eth  ^Praijeth  hiiufeif  - anfwereth  — Sir  Jofeph  praifeth  himfelf 

again  for  his  being  able  to  kad great  Folks  by  the  Nofe^  and  braggeth  of 
royal  IVhifpers — Peter  guejjeth  at  the  royal  whifperSj  and  exprejfeth  Plea-- 
Jure  thereat  — Again  boafuth  the  P ref  dent  of  what  he  can  do  — Peter 
lemnly  fmileth  in  a fuperb  Simile  taken  from  wild  Beafs — -Sir  Jofeph  vaunt- 
,eth  on  his  great  Acquaintajice  with  Vegetables  and  Monhes — Peter  acqmef 
ceth  in  his  Mofikey  Vlfdom^  but  denieth  its  Importance^  and  turneth  Butterfly 
and  F^gg  K?iowledges  over  to  idle  old  Maids  — Peter  acknowledgeth  the 
Merits  of  Indian^  Booby  ^ and  Noddy  killing  ; Lizard^  Baty  Scurvygrafs^ 
and  Lady  f mock  huntmg,  yet  differ eth  with  Sir  Jofeph  as  to  the  Idea  of  its 
Importance  — Fhe  Prefdent  again  boafeth  — Peter  folemnly  replieth^  and’ 
telleth  f range  Matters  of  Sir  William  Hamilton— &r  Jofeph  breaketh 
cut  violently^  and  with  an  Air  of  Defiance^  on  the  Subjeli  of  Mr*  Herfchel 
—Peter  acquiefceth^  in  fome  Meafure^  on  the  Merits  of  Mr.  Herfchel, 
ana  prophefeth  more  Difcoveries  by  this  Afrono7ner  than  fruck  the  Ima- 
gination of  Sir  Joi'cfa—VttQv  prophefeth  of  the  future  Grandeur  of  Chel- 
tenham, by  means  of  Mills  to  f apply  the  great  Flux  of  People  with 
Paper — Peter  giveth  more  Glory  to  Mr.  Herfchel’s  Glafs,  than  to  Mr. 
Herfchel’s  Head— grow  eth  abufve—PtXtx  properly  replieth — 
Sir  Jofeph  again  triumpheth — Peter  cutteth  him  down  for  his  Laud  on  his 
Marl  borough’s  Spy -glafs  Difcoveries^  and  John  HunteiG  Sows  and 
Partridges — f5/’r  Jofeph  plume th  himfelf  on  Dr.  Blagd'en — Pcttx  praifeth 
Dr.  Blagden — Sir  Jofeph  praifeth  Sir  Benjamin  Thomplon,  Lord  MuF 
grave,  and  the  unafluming  ^aker  Dr.  Lettforne;  moreover  praifeth  the 
, DoBor  s Hobby  Horfe^  Mangel  Worlal,  alias  Wurtzel — Sir  Jofeph  enqui- 
reth  the  Merits  of  Mr.  Aubert,  the  Silkman — ^Peter  fnileth^  and  anfwereth 

wittily^ 


The  argument. 


-m)lttlly—Slr  Jofeph  enquireth  about  Mr.  Dalnes  Barrington  — Peter  m- 
Jwereth  in  like  Manner  — Sir  fofeph’s  Ire  boileth  over  — VtttxJaugheth 
~ Peter  ^cometh  to  the  Pointy  and  telleth  the  Prejident  in  plain  Perms  that 
he  muf.  depend  on  the  many,  more  than  one,  meaning  our  mojl  gracious  ' 
Khig  — A/r  Jofeph  exclaimeth  with  his  ufual  Vulgarity^  and  taxeth  the 
revolting  Members  with  Ingratitude , and  jiieth  to  Meat  and  Drink  for 
Pis  future  Supporters — Peter  praifeth  Meat  and  Drinks  yet  infifteth  on  the 
Pruth  of  an  intended  'Rebellion — Sir  Jofeph,  in  a Strain  of  Defpondency\ 
looketh  to  the  Lord  for  Support  — Vttax  giveth  him  no  Hopes  from  that 
Quarter — *S/r  Jofeph,  in  a Pyger -like  Manner ^ breaketh  out  into  Rage 
and  Boq/ling — Peter  acknowledgeih  his  Merits^  but  informeth  the  P ref  dent 
of  their  Infufficiency — ^S’/r  Jofeph  voweth  to  play  the  Devil — Peter  exalt eth 
Sir  JofephV  intended  Manoeuvre  by  a Comparifon  of  a Miracle  frequently 
worked  in  Popflj  Countries  on  Rats  and  Grafjoppers — Peter  fill  harpeth  on 

the  old  String  of  fomething  more  — Sir  Jofeph  adduceth  more  Infances 

\ 

if  Merits  fuch  as  eating  Matters  that  would  make  a Hottentot  vomit — 
Peter  acknowledgeih  Sir  Jofeph’ j uncommon  Stomach-Powers  and  Pri* 
nmph  's  over  Reptiles ; but  with  Obfinacy  inffleth  upon  it  that  fomething 
more  muf  be  atchieved — Phe  Prefdent  upon  this,  mof  wickedly,  yet  mof 
heroically^  declareth,  that  he  will  then  fw allow  an  Alligator — Peter  dif 
fuadeth  Sir  like  a Friend,  from  Pis  bold  Intention,  and  recommend- 

eth  a Meal  of  a milder  Sluality^ 


PETER’S 


RO  PHECY; 


O E, 


The  president  and  POET. 





HE  Bard  who  hU’d  with  Friendfliip’s  pureft  fire. 

I 

Tun’d  to  a mighty  King  the  moral  lyre ; 

With  all  the  magic  of  the  Mufe’s  art. 

Smil’d  at  his  foibles  and  enlarg’d  his  heart * 


*■  Venly  the  Lyric  Bard  hath  caufe  of  triumph  — by  means  of  a 
few  hhus,  the  clofe  fift  of  Royal  Economy  hath  been  a little  unclenched. 

By  God’s  grace,  and  the  Poet’s  good  health,  greater  things  are  likely  to 
be  accoinpliflaed,  fuch  is  the  power  of  fong ! 

B 


Ungrateful 


Ungrateful  Prince  ! like  mofl  of  modern  times. 

Who  never  thank’d  the  Poet  for  his  rhymes : 

The  Bard  with  wifdom’s  voice  fublimely  ftrong. 
Who  fear’d  the  maids  of  honour  with  his  fong, 
Turn’d  courtiers  pale,  and  turn’d  to  hlent  wonder 
AmbafTadors,  at  Truth’s  deep  tone  of  thunder  j 
V/ho  in  their  country,  (fuch  a timid  thing !) 

Was  never  known  to  whifper  to  a king  : 

The  Bard  who  dar’d  undaunted  thus  to  tow’r. 

And  boldly  oracles  to  princes  pour, 

Stoops  from  the  zenith  of  his  eagle  flight 
To  give  inftrudtion  to  a fimple  Knight. 

To  C ;5;sAR,  who  th’  advice  with  fcorn  repaid, 

“ Beware  the  Ides  of  Marchf  a Conj’ror  faid. 

t 

More  rev’renc’d  let  a greater  Conj’ror  fay, 

“ Beware,  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  St.  Andrew’s  Dayd' 
Near  is  the  gloomy  month,  and  gloomy  hour. 

When  of  your  plumage  ftripp’d,  and  fav’rite  pow’r. 


7 J 

You  quit  that  mace  and  pompous  chair  of  ftate, 

And  ceafe  Lord  Paramount  of  Moth  debate, 

That  awe-infpiring  hammer’d  fift  to  rear, 

Like  fcepter’d  Jove,  and  Squib  the  Auctioneer! 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Well!  what’s  November  gloomy,  month  or  hour? 
The  day  which  ravifhes,  reflores  my  pow’r. 

PETER. 

4 

Perchance  Ambition  may  be  doom’d  to  mourn  I 
Perchance  your  honours  may  no  more  return  I 
Think  what  a hoft  of  enemies  you  make  ! 

What  feeling  mind  would  be  a Bull  at  flake? 
Pinch’d  by  this  mongrel,  by  that  maftiff  torn  : 

Who’d  make  a feafl  to  treat  the  public  fcorn  ? 


On  the  thirtieth  of  November  the  Preficleat  is  annually  elcclech 

J 


Who’d 


[ 8 ] 


Who’d  be  a Bear  that  grafps  his  club  with  pride 
With  which  his  Dancing  M.ajler  drubs  his  hide  ? 

None,  dear  Sir  Joseph,  but  the  arrant’ft  fool 
Turns  butt  to  catch  the  fhafts  of  ridicule. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Your  meaning,  friend,  I eafily  divine  ! 

PETER. 

Yes,  quit  for  life  the  chair refign,  rehgn. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

No ! with  contempt  the  grinning  world  I lee. 

And  always  laugh  at  thofe  who  laugh  at  me. 

PETER. 

To  deal  a point  then,  may  I never  thrive 

_ « 

But  you  muft  be  the  merriejl  man  alive. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Good ! but,  my  friend,  ’twould  be  a black  November, 

To  lofe  the  chair,  and  fneak  a vulgar  member; 


Sit 


t 9 ] 


Sit  on  a bencli  mumchance  without  my  hat 
Sunk  from  a Lion  to  a tame  Tom  Cat : 

Juft  like  a Schoolboy  trembling  o’er  his  book. 
Afraid  to  move,  or  fpeak,  or  think,  or  look, 

When  Mr.  Preftdent,  with  maftiff  air, 

Vouchfafes  to  grumble  Silence”  from  the  chair. 

PETER; 

All  this  is  mortifying  to  be  fure. 

And  more  than  flefh  and  blood  can  well  endure! 
Then  to  your  turnip  fields  in  peace  retire ; 

Return  like  Ci  NciNNATus,  country  fquire : 

Go  with  your  wifdom,  and  amaze  the  Boors 
With  appletree,  and  fhrub,  and  flow’r  amours ; 
And  tell  them  all,  with  wide-mouth’d  wonder  big, 
How  gnats  f can  make  a cuckold  of  a fig. 


* The  Prefident  always  w^ears  his  hat. 
t See  the  Natural  Hiftory  of  the  Fig. 


G 


Form 


[ lo  3 


Form  fly  clubs,  fliell  clubs,  weed  clubs,  if  you  pleafe, 
And  proudly  reign  the  President  of  thefe : 

Go,  and  with  periwinkle  wifdom  charm  ; 

With  loves  of  lobfters,  -oyfiers,  crabs,  alarm  ; 

And  tell  them  how  like  ours,  the  females  woo’d, 

By  killing,  people  all  the  realms  of  mud  : 

Thus,  tho’  proud  London  dares  refufe  you  fame. 

The  Towns  of  Lincolnshire  fhall  raife  your  name, 
Knock  down  the  bear,  and  bull,  and  calf,  and  king. 
And  bid  Sir  Joseph  on  their  fignpofts  fwing. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

No ! flnce  I’ve  fairly  mounted  Fortune’s  maft, 

Till  Fate  fliall  chop  my  hands  off,  I’ll  hold  faft. 

•*  1 

PETER. 

And  yet,  Sir  Jofeph,  fame  reports  you  fiole 
To  Fortune’s  topmaft  through  the  lubberhole^. 


* A part  of  the  ftilp  well-known  to  feamen. 


Think 


f ” ] 


Think  of  the  men,  whom  Science  fo  reveres ! 
Horsley,  and  Wilson,  Maskelyne,  Maseres, 
Landen,  and  Hornsby,  Atwood,  Glenie,  Hutton, 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Blockheads ! for  whom  I do  not  care  a button ! 

Fools,  who  to  mathematics  would  confine  us, 

And  bother  all  our  ears  with  plus  and  minus,- 

PETEK. 

No  more  they  fearch  the  philofophic  mine, 

To  bid  the  journals  with  their  labours  fliine,,, 

And  yield  a glorious  fplendor  to  the  page. 

Such  as  when  Newton,  Halley  grac’d  the  age  ! 
Retir’d,  thofe  members  now  behold  with  fighs 
The  dome,  like  Egypt,  fwarm  with  frogs  and  flies; 
And  jrw, .the  Pharaoh  too  without  remorfe, 

The  ftubborn  parent  of  the  reptile  curfe; 


See 


[ ] 


\ V 

See  Wifdom  yield  to  Folly’s  rude  control  ■; 

J ovc’s  eagle  murder’d  by  a moudiig  owl  *. 

SIR  J O S E P II. 

Poll!  poh ! my  friend,  I’ve  ftargazers  enough; 

I now  look  round  for  dift' ’rent  kind  of  ftufF  : 

Befides — untitled  members  are  mere  fwine  .j 
I wifh  for  princes  on  my  lift  to  fhine  ; 

I’ll  have  a company  of  ftars  and  firings  ; 

I’ll  have  a proud  fociety  of  kings  ! 

I’ll  have  no  miferable  fqueal  tomtit, 

Whilft  Fortune  offers  pheafants  to  my  fpit  1 

For  me,  the  Dev’l  may  take  a namelefs  fry 

No  fprats,  no  fprats,  whilft  whales  can  feaft  my  cye^ 

I 

PETER. 

Thus  on  a flail,  amidft  a country  fair, 

Old  Women  fhow  of  gingerbread  their  ware  ! 


* Vide  Shakefpeare. 


King 


[ ^3  1 


King  David  and  Queen  Bethsheba  behold, 

Strut  from  their  dough  majeftic,  grac’d  with  gold  !• 
King  Solomon  fo  great  in  all  his  glory, 

The  Queen  of  Sheba  too,  renov/n’d  in  {lory  ! 

The  Grannies  thefe  difplay  with  doting  eyes ; 
Delighted  fee  them  all  the  Louts  furprife ; 

Vyhilfl  no  poor  bak’d  Plebeian,  great  or  fmall, 
Dares  fhow  his  fneaking  nofe  upon  the  ftalll 

Sir  Tofeph,  do  not  fancy,  that  by  fate 
Great  wifdom  goes  with  titles  and  eftate ! 

I grant  that  pride  and  infolence  appear 
Where  purblind  Fortune  thoufands  gives  a. year. 
Too  many  of  Fortune’s  infedls  have  I feen. 

Proud  of  fome  little  name,  with  fcornful  mien, 
High  o’er  the  head  of  niodefl  Genius  rife. 

Pert,  foppifh,  whiffling,  flutt’ring  butterflies  ! 
Weak  imps ! on  whom,  their  planets  all  fo  kind, 

In  pity  to  their  poverty  of  mind, 


D 


Around 


, [ u ] 

Around  them  treafure  bountifully  Ihed, 

Convinc’d  the  fools  would  want  a bit  of  bread. 

I 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

SinccAruth  mufl  out,  then  know,  my  biting  triend,, 
Philofophers  my  foul  with  horror  rend  ; 

Whene’er  their  mouths  are  open’d,  I am  mum 

Plague  take  ’em,  thould  a Prefident  be  dumb  ? 

I loathe  the  arts — the  univerfe  may  know  it 

I hate  a painter,  and  I hate  a poet 

To  thefe  two  ears,  a bear  Marchesi  growls, 

Mara  and  Billington  a brace  of  owls. 

To  circles  of  pure  ignorance  condmd;  me  j ' 

I hate  the  company  that  can  inftruEi  me ; 

I with  to  imitate  my  King,  fo  nice^ 

Great  Prince,  who  ne’er  w'as  known  to  take  advice ! 

I 

Who  keeps  no  company  (delightful  plan  !) 

T hat  dares  be  wifer  than  himfelf,  good  man ! 

PETER. 


4 


C ^5  ] 


PETER. 

In  troth,  Sir  Jofeph,  I have  often  feen  ye 

i 

Look  in  debate  a litth  like  a ninny, 

Struggling  to  grafp  the  fenfe  with  mouth,  hands,  eyes. 

And  with  the  philofophic  Speaker  rife ; 

Juft  like  a fpider  bru fil’d  by  Su  san’s  broom, 

That  tries  to  claw  its  thread,  and  mount  the  room, 

Poor  fprawling  reptile,  but  with  humbled  air 
Condemn’d  to  fneak  away  behind  a chair. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Still  to  the  point — a rout  let  fellows  make  j 
My  pow’r  is  too  well  fix’d  for  fuch  to  fhake 
My  fare  artill’ry  hath  o’ercome  a hoft. 

PETER. 

I own  the  great,  paft  pow’rs  of  tea  and  toaft! 

Ven’fon’s 


0 
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VenToii’s  a In  tlic  iiefoofi:  fmy ; 

Turtle  an  Alexander  in  its  way: 

And  then,  in  quarrels  of  a {lighter  nature. 
Mutton’s  a moil  fuccefsfui  Mediator  ! 

So  much  fuperior  is  the  ftoniach’s  fmart 
To  all  the  vaunted  horrors  of  the  heart ; 

E’en  Love,  who  often  triumphs  in  his  grief, 

Hath  ceas’d  to  feed  on  fighs  to  feed  on  bee£ 

« 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Ves,  yes,  my  friend,  my  tea  and  butter’d  rolls 
Have  found  an  eafy  pafs  to  people’s  fouls : 

My  well-tim’d  dinners  ( certain  folks  revere) 

Have  left  this  eafy  bofom  nought  to  fear. 

The  turnpike  road  to.  people’s  hearts  I find. 

Lies  through  their  guts,  or  I miftake  mankind  j 

Befides,  whilft  thus  I boafl  my  Sov’reign’s  fmile, 

/ 

Let  raggamufiins  rage,  and  rogues  revile. 


PETER. 


I ] 


P £ T E R. 

AiasI  Sir  JofephI  grant  tlie  King  you  pleafe, 

Which  ev’ry  Courtier’s  eye  with  envy  lees ; 

A glorious  thing  too,  no  man  can  deny  it ; 

Though  no  man  ever  got  a fixpence  by  it ; 

Yet  of  our  lucky  illand,  certain  Kings, 

Far  from  /^//-mighty,  are  not  mighty  things  ; 

And  though  with  many  a wren  you  make  him  bleft,, 

And  many  a tomtit’s  egg  and  tomtit’s  neft ; 

And  many  a monkey  fluff’d  to  make  him  grin. 

And  many  a flea  and  beetle  on  a pin  ; 

And  promife  (to  cajole  the  royal  mind) 

To  make  his  butcher  member,  and  his  hind  j 
It  is  not  he^  with  Polyphemus  flare. 

And  ftern  command,  perpetuates  the  Chair  I. 

I know  that  difaffeflion  taints  the  throng. 

And  know  the  world  is  iavilh  in  its  tongue. 

■E  S I R 


SIR  J O S E P II. 

All ! tell  me  fairly  without  more  delay, 

What  ’tis  the  blackguard  world  hath  dar’d  to  fay  5 

Perhaps  a pretty  devil:  I’m  pourtray’d  y 

T^he  world’s  free  brufli  deals  damnably  in  fhade. 

PETE-  Pc. 

Thus,  then,  “ How  dares  that  man  his  carcafe  fquat« 
Bold  in  the  facred  chair  where  Newton  fat 
“ Whofe  eye  could  Nature’s  darkeft  veil  pervade,, 

“ And,  fun-like,  view  the  folitary  maid  j 

» 

Purfue  the  Wand’rer  through  each  fecret  maze, 

“ And  on  her  labours  dart  a noontide  blaze  ?■ 

When  to  the  chair  Banks  forc’d  his  bold  afeentj. 
He  crawl’d,  a buF  upon  the  monumejit''’ 

SIR  J O S E P IL  . . 

> 

. Gurfe  them,!- — 

PETE  R, 

Have  patience,  dear  Sir  Jofeph,  pray  ! 

1;  liave  not  mention’d  half  the  people  fay  ; — t- 
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Tlius  then  again,  “ He  beats  the  bears,  fo  rude, 

“ With  bulldog  afpedl,  and  with  brains  of  mud  : 

“ His  words,  like  ftones  for  pavements,  make  us  hart  j 
K-ude,  roughly  rumbling,,  tumbling  from  th-e  cart ; 

Who  for*  importance  all  his  lungs  em^ploys,.. 

And  thinks  tliat  wojds,  like  drums,  were  made  for  noifs' 
A fellow  fo  unqualified  to  fhine  ! ' 

Who  never  to  the  Journals  gave  a line  5,'. 

/ 

But  into  SwEBEN  eaft  a fox-like  look,/ 

And  caught  Goofe  Dryander  to  write  his  book  ®; . 

Such  is  the  mania,  iov  the  claps  of  Fame,: 

“ So  fought  by  many  a Squire  and  gentle  Dame,, 
Refembling  Beggars  that  on  alms  grow  fat ; : 

Who,  if  too  weak  w,emf elves  to  make  a brat,;. 

Buy  children  up  to  melt  the  trav’ler’s  eye, , 

And  from  his,  pocket  call  the  .charity, . 


A mofl:  pompOTS  Birth  Iri  the  botanical  way  is  to  make  its  appeaiw  - 
ance  foon ; Sir  Jofeph  the  reputed  father^  though  Jonas  Dryanderj  the 
Swcde^  his  fecretaryj.  begets  it,  » 

^'Thou€;Iii 

o - 
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Tliroiigli  him  each  trifle- hunter  that  can  bring 
A grub,  a weed,  a moth,  a beetle’s  wing, 

Shall  to  a Fe  LLov/s  ‘dignity  fucceed ; 

Witaefs  L-ord  Chatham  and  his  pifs-a-bed^  t 
How  had  he  pow’rs  to  mufter  up  the  face 
To  afk  a Pp.es i dent’s  important  place  ? 

How  with  a matchlefs  infolence  to  dare 
Abufe  and  joftle  Pringle f-  from  the  chair? 


^ Viilgcirly  called  Dandelion,  Something  of  this  hind,  (a  moft  \voii« 
derful  fpecies !)  was  prefented  by  tlie  eJdeft  born  of  the  great  Pitt,  for 
which  he  was  created  F«  R.  S. 

-f  Abo.iit  the  year  17795  conduflors  were  ordered  to  be  placed  near  all 
our  magazines  to  fecure  them  from  the  effefls  of  lightning,  A queftion 
then  arofe,  which  would  heft  fucceed,  blunt  or  pointed  conduSors.  Sir 
John  Pringle^  with  the  fenfible  part  of  the  Society,  were  of  opinion, 
as,  Indeed,  was  Di%  Franklin,  that  points  were  preferable  — Sir  Jofeph 
Banks  and  his  party  roared  loudly  for  the  blunts.  — The  dlfpiite  ran  fo 
high,  that  His  Majefty  took  a part  in  it ; and  being  rather  partial  to 
Munt  condu^ors,,  thought  to  put  an  end  to  the  matter  by  giving  his  own 
peremptoiy  decifion,  and  announcing  to  the  world  the  fuperiority  of 
NOBS.  To  confirm  his  great  and  wife  opinion,  nobs  were  aftually  fi^ed 
Oil  iron  rods  at  the  end  of  Buckingham  Houfe.  This,  however,  was 


not 
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“ A moth-hunter,  a crab-catcher,  a bat. 

That  owes  its  foie  exiftence  to  a gnat ! 

“ A hunter  of  the  meaneft  reptile  breed, 

“ A f— 1 that  croffes  oceans  for  a weed ! 

“ Once  tow’ring  Science  made  Crane  Court  * her  home, 
And  heav’n-born  Wisdom  patroniz’d  the  dome; 

With  awful  afpe6l  at  the  portal  flione. 

And  to  her  manfion  woo’d  the  wife  alone ; 


not  all ; on  the  birth-day,  His  Majefty  defired  Sir  John  to  give  it  to  the 
world  as  the  opinion  of  the  Royal  Society,  that  Dr.  Franklin  was  wrong. 
The  Prefident  replied,  like  a man,  that  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  re« 
werfe  the  order  of  Nature.  The  Sovereign  could  not  eafily  fee  that,  and 
therefore  repeated  his  commands.  — Teized  by  the  King  from  time  to 
time  to  oppofe  the  decided  opinion  of  the  rebellious  Franklin,  and  the 
laws  of  Nature  ; andxonhantly  barked  at  by  Sir  Jofeph  and  his  moth- 
hunting phalanx;  he  refigned  the  chair  and  returned  to  Scotland. — The 
honour  was  inftantaneoufly  fnapped  at  and  caught  by  the  prefent  pofleF 
for,  fuch  as  he  is ! 

^ The  Royal  Societ^^’s  rooms  are  removed  from  Crane  Court  to  So*» 
xiaerfet  Place. 


F 


Now 
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“ Now  at  the  door  fee  moon-eyed  Folly  grin, 
“ Inviting  birds-nefl;  hunters  to  come  in : 

“ Idiots  who  fpecks  on  eggs  devoutly  ken, 

“ And  furbidi  up  a folio  on  a wren.” 

You  fee  the  world,.  Sir  Jofeph,  fcorns  to  flatter 


SIR  I O S E P H. 

By  G-d  ! I think  it  hath  not  minc’d  the  matter. 
Yet,  by  the  Pow’r  who  made  me,  Peter,  knoW; 

I’m  honour’d,  fear’d  at,  wherefoe’er  I go  ! 

\ 

Soon  as  a room  I enter,  lo,  all  ranks 

Get  up  to  compliment  Sir  Joseph  Banks! 


P E 1'  E R’. 

And  then  fit  down  again,  I do  Juppofe  ; 

And.  then  around  the  room  a whilper  goes, 

“ Lord,  that’s  Sir  Joseph  Banks!  — how  grand  his  look  I 
“ Who  fail’d  all  round  the  world  with  Captain  Cook  1 ” 


\ 


SIR  J O S E P II, 


Zounds!  what  the  devil’s  lame  il  this  be  not? 


P E T E R. 

Sir  Jofeph,  prithee  don’t  be  fuch  a fot — » 
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Thofe  wonderful  admirers,  man,  were  dozens 
Of  frefh  imported,  flaring  country  Couflns ; 

To  London  come,  the  waxwork  to  devour. 

And  fee  their  brother  beafts  within  the  Tow’r : 
True  fame  is  praife  by  men  of  wifdom  giv’n,, 

Whofe  fouls  difplay  fome  workmanfliip  of  Heavhij 

Not  by  the  wooden  million Nature’s  chips, 

Whofe  twilight  fouls  are  ever  in  eclipfe  j 
Pupp  ies ! who,  though  onpdiotifm’s  dark  brink, 
Becaufe  they’ve  headsy,  dare  fancy  they  can  thinks 

SIR  J O S E P H., 

What  though  unfetter’d  I can  lead  the  herfl,^ 
And  laugh  at  half  the  members  to  their  beard. 
Frequent  to  Court  I go,  and  midft  the  ring, 

I catch  mofl  gracious  whifpers  from  the  King 


* In  fpite  of  our  objeftion  to  Sir  Jofeph  as  a Prefident,  we  muft  al- 
low his  candour  in  acknowledging  himfelf  unkltered,  as  he  really  was 
refufed  his  degree  at  Gambridge,.  tliough  every  inter.eft  was  implored  to 
make  him  pafs  muller, 


P E T E R, 
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PETER. 

And  well  (I  think)  I hear  each  precious  fpeech, 

In  fentinient  fublime,  and  language  rich  ; 

What’s  new,  Sir  Joseph?  what,  what’s  new  found  out? 
“ What’s  the  Ibciety,  what,  what  about  ? 

“ Any  more  monfters,  lizard,  monkey,  rat, 

“ Egg,  weed,  moufe,  butterfly,  pig,  what,  what,  what? 
“ Toad,  fpider,  grafshopper.  Sir  Joseph  Banks  ? 

Anymore  thanks,  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more  thanks? 
“ You  ftill  eat  raw  flefli,  beetle,  viper,  bat, 

“ Toad,  tadpole,  frog,  Sir  Jofeph,  what,  what,  what?” 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  firft  of  Kings, 

That  many  a flghing  heart  with  envy  flings ! 

And  much  I’m  pleas’d  to  fancy  that  I hear 
Such  wife  and  gracious  whifpers  greet  your  ear : 

Yet  if  the  greater  part  of  members  growl. 

Though  owls  themfelves,  and  cnrfejyou  for  an  owl ; 

4 

And  bent  the  great  Sir  Joseph  Banks  to  humble. 

Behold  the  Giant  President  muft  tumble. 


S I R 


/ 
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SIR  J O S E P FL 

Zounds!  Sir,  the  Great-ones  to  my  whiftle  come*, 
I have  ’em  ev’ry  one  beneath  my  thumb. 

Electors,  Margraves,  Princes,  grace  my  lift, 

And  (hall  a few  poor  ragged  rogues  reftft, 

Becaufe  (a  flock  of  aftronomic  gulls,) 

The  cobweb  mathematics  cloud  their  fculls  ? 

The  GREAT,  when  beckon’d  to,  my  caufe  fhall  aid. 
And  happy  think  themfelves  with  thanks  o’erpaid  : 

Thefe  fhall  arife,  and  with  a Angle  frown. 

Beat  the  bold  front  of  oppofltion  down. 

PETE  R. 

Thus  by  a word,  the  Showman  at  the  Tow’r 
Exerts  on  brother  lavages  his  pow’r ; 

Bids  Nero,  C^sar,  Pompey,  fpread  their  paws, 
And  Ihow  the  dangers  of  their  gaping  jaws  1 


G 


S I R 
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SIR  J O S E P H. 

By  heav’ns ! I’ve  merit,  fliy  what  e’er  you  pleafe  f 
Can  name  the  vegetable  tribes  with  eafe 

What  monkey  walks  the  woods  or  climbs  a tree 

* 

Whofe  getrealogy’s  unknown  to  me  ? 

% 

t j 

PETER. 

I grant  you,  Sir,  in  monkey  knowledge  great  j 
Yet  fay,  fhould  monkeys  give  you  Newton’s  feat  ? 

Such  merit  fcarcely  is  enough  to  dub 
A man  a member  of  a country  club. 

With  novel  fpecks  on  eggs  to  feaft  the  eye, 

Or  gaudy  colours  of  a butterfly. 

Or  new-found  fibre  of  fome  grafly  blade. 

Well  fuits  the  idle  hours  of  fome  old  maid, 

(Whofe  fighs  each  lover’s  vanifh’d  fighs  deplore) 

To  murder  time  when  Cupids  kill  no  more ; 

Not 


/ 
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Not  men,  who,  lab’ring  with  a Titan  mind, 

Should  fcale  the  Ikies  to  benefit  mankind. 

I grant  you  full  of  anecdote,  my  friend 

Bans  mots.^  and  wond’rous  ftories  without  end  ; 
Yet  if  a tale  can  claim,  or  jeft  fo  rare, 

Ten  thoufand  goflips  might  demand  the  chair. 

To  fhoot  at  boobies*,  noddies,  with  fuch  luck. 
And  pepper  a poor  Indian  like  a duck ; 

To  hunt  for  days  a lizard  or  a gnat, 

And  run  a dozen  miles  to  catch  a bat ; 

To  plunge  in  marfhes,  and  to  fcale  the  rocks, 
Sublime,  for  fcurvygrafs  and  lady-fmocks  k* 


* “ Great  and  manifold  were  Sir  Jofeph’s  triumphs  over  thefe  de- 
fencelefs  animals,”  fays  Dr.  Hawkfworth’s  moft  miferable  account ; 
which  might  more  properly  be  chriftened  “ The  hiftory  of  Sir  Jofeph 
“ Banks,”  fo  much,  indeed,,  is  Sir  Jofeph  the  hero  of  the  tale. 

t See  Hawkfworth’s  account  of  Captain  Cook’s  Voyage. 


Are 
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Are  matters  of  proud  triumph,  to  be  lure, 

And  fuch  as  Fame’s  fair  volume  fhould  fecurc: 

Yet  to  my  mind,  it  is  not  fuch  a feat, 

As  gives  a man  a claim  to  Newton’s  feat. 

SIR  J O S E P H. 

Yet  are  there  men  of  genius  who  fupport  me  I 
Proud  of  my  friendlhip,  fee  Sir  William  court  me! 

PETER. 

Great  in  the  eating  Tcnowledge  all  allow  ; 

Who  fent  you  once  the  Sumen  of  a fow*; 

Far  richer  food  than  pigs  that  lofe  their  breath, 

Whipp’d,  like  poor  foldiers  on  parades,  to  death, 

\ 


^ Sir  W.  Hamilton,  'v\’ho  fent  Sir  Jofeph  from  Italy  this  precious 
prefent — The  mode  of  making  it  properly  is,  by  tying  the  teats  of  a 

fo’w,  foon  after  fhe  hath  littered,  continuing  the  ligature  till  the  poor 
creature  is  nearly  exhaufted  with  torture,  and  then  cutting  her  throat. 
The  efFedls  of  the  milk  diffufed  through  this  belly  part  are  fo  delicious, 
as  to  be  thought  to  make  ample  atonement  for  the  barbarity. 


Sir 
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Sir  William,  hand  and  glove  with  Naples  King  1 
Who  made  with  rare  antiques  the  nation  ring  ; 

Who  when  Vesuvius  foam’d  with  melted  matter, 
March’d  up  and  clapp’d  his  nofe  into  the  crater\ 
Juft  with  the  fame  fangfroid  that  Joan  the  cook 
Cafts  on  her  dumplings  in  the  crock  a look. 

But  more  the  world  reports  (I  hope  untrue) 

That  half  Sir  William’s  Mugs  and  Gods  are  new  \ 
Himfelf  Baker  of  th’  Etrurian  ware. 

That  made  our  Britifh  Antiquarians  ftare  ; 

Nay,  that  he  means  ere  long  to  crofs  the  main. 

And  at  his  Naples  oven  fwcat  again ; 

And  by  his  late  fuccefies  render’d  bolder, 

To  bake  ?iew  mugs,  and  gods  fome  older ! 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

God  blefs  us ! what  to  Herfchel  dare  you  fay, 

The  aftronoraic  genius  of  the  day, 

H 


Wjio 
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Who  foon  will  find  more  wonders  in  the  fkies. 


A.nd  with  more  Georgium  Sidufes  furprife  r 


? 


i>  T E R. 

More  ^tnas  in  the  Moon more  cinder  loads ! 

Perhaps  mail  coaches  on  her  turnpike  roads. 

By  fome  great  Lunar  Palmer  taught  to  fly, 

To  gain  the  gracious  glances  of  the  eye 
Of  fome  penurious  Prince  of  high  degree, 

And  charm  the  monarch  with  a pojlage  free  ; 

Such  as  to  Chelt’nam  * waters  urg’d  their  wav. 
Where  Cloacina  holds  her  eafy  fway ; 

Where  paper  mills  fliall  load  with  wealth  the  town. 
And  ev’ry  fhop  fhall  deal  in  whitif -brown  ; 

Where  for  the  coach  the  King  was  wont  to  watch. 
Loaded  with  filli,  fowl,  bacon,  and  difpatch  * j 


E 


ggs 

JdJd 


^ Mr.  Palmer  very  generoujly  offered  His  Sovereign  a mail  coach  to 
carry  letters  and  dffpatches  to  and  from  Cheltenham — the  offer  was  too 
great  to  be  refuled — a fplendid  carriage  was  built  for  the  occafion  : His> 

mofl 
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Eggs  and  fmall  beer,  potatoes,  too,  a ftore, 

That  coft  in  Ghel’tnam  market  twopence  more; 
Converting  thus  a coach  of  matchlefs  art, 

With  two  rare  geldings,  to  a Sutler  s cart. -> 


But,  voluble  Sir  Jofeph — not  fo  fail 

The  fame  of  EIerschel  is  a dying  blafl ; 

When  on  the  moon  he  nrft  began  to  peep. 

The  wond’ring  world  pronounc’d  the  Gazer  deep  ; 
But  wifer  now  th’  ^<'»-wond’ring  world,  alas  1 
Gives  all  poor  Herschel’s  glory  to  Mvs,  glafs\ 
Convinc’d  his  boafted  aftronomic  ftrength. 

Lies  in  his  tiibe\  not  hcad'’s  prodigious  length. 


molt  ceconotnic  Majefty,  however,  wifely  knowing  that  lomethiiig  more- 
than  a few  letters  might  be,  contained  in  Mr.  Palmer’s  vehicle,  converted  it, 
as  the  Poet  hath  obferved,  into  a cart,  and  faved  many  a fixpence, 

'*  We  would  not  detradl  from  Mr.  HersCiiel’s  real  merit.- — By  a true 
Germ'an  cart-horfe  labour,  he  made  a little  improvement  on  Do  Mudge’s 
method  of  conftrudling  mirrors  ; luch  are  this  gentleman’s  pretenlions 
ro  a niche  in  the  temple  of  Fame.  — As  for  his  mathematical  abilities, 
they  can  fcarcelj  be  called  the  Jkadozvs  ot  Science^ 


\ 


S I K 
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SIR  JOSEPH. 

What,  niggard,  not  on  Hers ch el  fame  beftow, 
So  curious  a difcov’rer  ? 


PETER. 

No ! man,  no  ! 

Give  it  to  Mudge*,  whofe  head  contains  more  vn; 
Than  (triift  me)  ever  lodg’d  in  Herschel’s  Houfe. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Lo,  at  my  call  the  noble  Marlb’rough’s  vote, 
Whofe  obfervations  much  our  fame  promote. 


PETE  R. 

Who  from  his  Blenheim  chimnies  wonders  fpies 
The  daily  advertifer  of  the  /kies  : 


* Dr.  Mudge  of  Plymouth. 


Who 


I 
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Who  equals  his  great  Anceftor  in  head ; 

A Hero  * who  could  neither  write  nor  read : 
Thus  equal,  form’d,  to  all  the  world’s  furprife  ; 
As  one  fwept  earth,  the  other  fweeps  the  Ikies. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Hunter  f with  filli  intrigues  our  Houfe  regales 

P E T E Ri 

T he  tender  hiftory  of  cooing  whales  f ! — - 


^ The  famous  Duke  of  Marlborough  was  renorted  to  have  been  a very 
Illiterate  man  ; which  ihows  that  a headpiece  for  the  arts  and  fcienceSp 
and  a headpiece  for  facing  cannon  balls,  are^wifelv  formed  of  different 
materials, 

t John  Hunter  adlually  recelv^ed  the  Society’s  gold  medal  for  three 
papers,  viz.  on  fowgelding  ; on  the  wolf,  jackali,  and  dog  i proving 
incontejlahly ^ what  the  world  knew  before,  tha"-  the  aforefaid  animals  were 
bona  fide  of  the  fame  fpecies  : and  on  the  loves  of  whales. 

See  Article  30,  1780,  in  the  Philofopliicai  Tranfadlions,  wliere 
Mr.  John  Hunter  gives  a wonderful  account  of  a partridge  with  three 
legs,  that  bj  age  changed  from  a fiemale  to  a mak^ 


I 
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SIR  JOSEPH, 


Great  in  the  noble  art  of  gelding  fows ! 


PETER. 


And  giving  to  the  boar  a barren  fpoufe ! 

Who  proves,  what  many  unbelievers  Ihocks, 

That  age  converts  hen  partridges  to  cocks  I 

And  why  not,  fince  it  is  denied  by  no  man 

That  age  hath  made  John  Hunter  an  OLD  WOMAN  t 


■'V, 


Beleive  me,  ^ftill  as  well  might  papiRs  bring 
Quills  from  a Seraph’s  tail,,  or  Cherub’s  wing  j 
Saint  Dunstan’s  crab  dick,  v/hich  the  Saint,  uncivil' 
Broke  on  the  back  of  our  great  foe,  the  Devil  ; 

Saint  Andrew’s  toe,  Saint  Agatha’s  old  Imock, 


And  dones  that  rattled' round  Sai'NT  Stephen’s  block  i 


Sa  INT  Joseph’s  fghs  lo  deep,,  prelerv'’d  in  bottles. 
Amounting,  legends  fay,  to  many  pottles 


Caug 
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Caught  as  the  Saint,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 
V/as  cleaving  billets  for  his  hre  in  twain ; 

Or  bones*  from  Catacombs  to  form  new  faints, 

To  cure,  like  all  quack  medecines,  all  complaints ! 
Such  might  the  journals  of  the  houfe  record, 

As  well  as  Hunter’s  wondrous  cock-hen  bird^ 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

think  ? 


Like  Blag  DEN  who  can.  write  and  deep 


PETER. 

Who  write  like  him  on  iron  moulds  and  ink  + ? 
See  diirts  and  fhifts  by  iron  moulds  that  rot, 

By  Blagde'n’s  wifdom  lofe  ea.ch  yellow  fpot ! 


* In  1672,  four  hundred  faints  were  recruited.  Such  was  the  extra— 
ordinary  harvefl:  of  baptized  and  canonized  bones  from  the  CatacombSi- 
at  Rome.  FiJ,  Religious  Rites  and  Ceremonies, 

* Fid.  Article  39,  17.S7J  of  the  Philof.  TranC. 

For 


y 
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I'or  this  ihall  laundry  virgins  lift  their  voice ; ’ 
Napkins  and  damalk  tablecloths  rejoice ; 

I 

Robins  and  caps,  and  fheets,  and  pillow  cafesj, 

Lofe  their  fad  ftains,  and  fmile  with  lily  facesc 
Lo ! to  improve  of  man  the  foaring  mind, 

For  facred  fcience,  to  his  fkin  unkind. 

Did  Doctor  Blagden  in  an  oven^  bake, 

Brown  as  burnt  coffee  or  a barley  cake, 

Whilft  down  his  nofe  projedting,  fweat  in  rills 
Unfav’ry  flow’d  hke  hartfliorn  ftreams  from  flills. 

J 

S I R - J O S E P II.  - 

, Great  Duckweed  Thompson  f,  all  my  foul  reveres! 
And  Mulgrave  charms  me  with  his  arctic  bears. 
My  eyes  with  Ihells,  lo!  limpet  Davies  greets ! 
And  Dodtor  Lettsome  with  his  rare  horfe  beets! 


* The  Doftor’s  body  in  the  hot  oven,  with  his  nofe  projeding  from 
the  hole  for  air,  would  be  no  bad  fubjedl  for  the  graver. 

t Sir  Benjamin,  a fecond  Linnaeus. 


Beets 
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Beets^  that  with  fhame  our  parfnips  fliali  o’erwhelni^ 
And  fairly  drive  potatoes  from  the  realm ! 

Beets ! in  v/hofe  juft  applaufes  we  are  hoarfe  all ; 
Such  are  the  wondrous  pow’rs  of  Mangel  TVarfaM^ 

PETER, 

Beets  that  lliall  keep  gaunt  Famine  to  his  Eaft,, 

And  make  him  on  Gentoos,  as  ufual,  feaft  j 
Whilft  ev’ry  lucky  Briton  that  one  meetSj 
Shall  ftrut  a Falstaff,  fuch  the  pow’r  of  Beets ! 
Beets,  that  muft  bring  the  Quaker  wealth  and  famCj 
And  give  his  cheek  the  virgin  glow  of  fhame  j 
Who  ne’er,  meek  man,  was  known  a face  to  pufhj, 
Nor  hear  his  own  applaufe  without  a blufli ! 

Beets,  that  fliall  form  an  epoch  in  our  times, 

And  thus  by  Peter  prais’d,  embalm  his  rhymes  I 


* The  more  pompous  name  of  the  Beet» 

K 


f 
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\ 


SIR  J O S E P n. 


Tlien,,  what  of  Aubert^  think  yon,  that  great  maiij 
Whofe  broad  eye  deems  creation,  fcarce  a fpan  ? 


PETE  R-, 


Who  weekly  with  his  watch  is  fcen  to  run. 
The  little  pupil  of  a Greenwicli  fun, 

To  learn  the  motions  of  old  Time,  and  mock 
The  fa^al' errors  of  each  London.clock. 

Thus  Lubin  from  his  folitary  Down, 

Leads  little  Lubin.  to  a.ncighb’nng  town  % 

The  lad  with  ecftafy  furveys  the.  fcene, 
Then.home  retnrningj  with  triumphant  mieiij. 


A’Silk  Merchant;  and  F,  R.  S.  who  every  Sunday,  wet  or  dry,  cloudy 
or  funfhine,  calm  or  windy,  vifits -Greenwicli, , to  catch  the  fun  on  the^ 
meridian  ; — fuch  is  this  gentlemans  rage  for  the  art,  that  he  now- 
has  at  Loampit-Hill’,  near  Greenwich,  ,two  thoufand  pounds  worth  of  - 
aflrouomical  inilruments,'. 


Gorreds^ 


C 39  ] 


Correils  his  mother’s,  lifter’s  converfations. 

And  wonders  at  his  ignorant  relations.. 

A UBERT  who  meriteth  indeed  applaufe  ! 

Full  of  high- founding  phrafes,  and  wife  favos  j; 

Who  from  his  cradle  learn’d  the  ftars  to  liTp,, 

And  to  a meteor*  turn’d  a will-o-wifp.  I: 

SIR  J O S’  E P 1 r. 

Pray,  then,  what  think  ye  of  our  famous  DainesB 

P E T E R. 

"Think  of  a man  deny’d  by  Nature  brains  ! 

Whofe  trafh  fo  oft  the  royal  leaves  difgraces  : 

Who  knov/s  not  jordans  brown,  from  Roman  vafes  P 


One  fortunate  evening,.,  as  he  was  returning  from  his  beloved  06-- 
lervatory,  a Jack-a-lantern  fprung  up  and- played  fome  tricks  before  the'* 
phllofophical  filkman,  whofe  optics  being  apt  to  magnify  objefts,.  con-'-, 
y.erted  it  into  an  amazing  meteor^  with  which  the  royal  journals  fooai 
after  hlazed^^ 


4 
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About  old  pots  his  liead  for  ever  puzling, 

And  boring  earth,  like  pigs  for  troufles  * muziing  ; 
Who  likewife  from  old  urns  to  crotchets  leaps, 
Delights  in  muhc,  and  at  concerts  ileeps 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Zounds ! ’tis  in  vain,  I fee,  to  utter  praife  ! 

PETER. 

Then  mention  fome  one  who  deferves  my  lays* 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Know  then,  I’ve  fent  to  diftant  parts  to  find 
Beings  the  moft  uncommon  of  their  kind  t 


' There  are  pigs  kept  exprefsly  for  huatiiig  Troufles  in  foine  parts  of 
England. 

•f  Such  are  the  powers  of  fomnolency  over  Mr.  Daines  Barrington, 

*— at  feveral  of  the  Hanover-Square  concerts  hath  the  Lyric  Peter  feen 
the  Antiquarian  in  muficai  fpeculation,  but  verily  employed 

in  a mofl:  comfortable  nap; 


The 
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The  greateft  monfters  of  the  land  and  water- 

P E T E R. 

The  beautiful  deformities  of  nature  ! 

Birds  without  heads,  and  tails,  and  wings,  and  legs, 
Tremendous  Cyclop  pigs,  and  fpecklefs  eggs. 

Snails  from  Japan,  and  wafps,  and  Indian  jays. 
Command  attention,  and  excite  our  praife  : 
Chopfticks  and  backferapers  are  curious  things ; 
Scalps,  and  tabaccopipes,  and  Indian  firings, 

Such,  as  to  charm  the  wond’ring  Cits  we  fee, 

Where  Don  Saltero*  gives  his  Sunday’s  tea; 

Great  Don  Saltero,  name  of  high  renown, 

Who  treats,  too,  with  immortal  rolls  the  town  1 

Rare  are  the  buttons  of  a Roman’s  breeches, 

In  antiquarian  eyes  furpafling  riches : 


* At  Chelfea. 

L 


Rare 
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Rare  is  each  crack’d,  black,  rotten,  earthen  difli, 

That  held  of  ancient  Rome  the  flefh  and  flfh  : 

Rare  are  the  talifraans  that  drove  the  Devil, 

And  rare  the  bottles  that  contain’d  old  fnivel. 

Owls’  heads,  and  fnoring  frogs,  preferv’d  in  fpirits, 

Moll  certainly  are  not  without  their  merits ; 

Yet  thefe  to  gain,  and  give  to  public  view, 

Lo  ! Parkinson  knows  full  as  well  as  you  ; 

As  did  Sir  Ashton  fam’d,  whofe  mental  pow’r 
Juft  reach’d  to  tell  us  by  the  clock  the  hour. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Poh ! p -X,  don’t  laugh — fuch  things  are  rich  and  fcarce 

Be  fomething  facred — let  not  all  be  farce. 

PETER. 

Sir  Jofeph,  I muji  laugh  when  things  like  thefe  . 

Beyond  fublimities  have  pow’r  to  pleafe : 

To  croud  with  fuch-like- /zVr/i?;/^  your  walls, 

Is  putting  Mafler  Punch  into  St.  Paul’s. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  to  the  point the  place  on  which  you  dote 

Hath  been  for  ever  carried  by  the  vote 

Know  then,  your  parafites  begin  to  bellow. 

And  call  you  openly  a (hallow  fellow : 

In  vain  to  fav’ring  Majefty  you  fly, 

’Tis  on  the  many  that  you  muft  rely  : 

E’en  blockheads  blufh,  fo  much  are  they  afhamM— 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

i. 

They  and  their  modefl:  blufhes  may  be  d nM. 

Ungrateful  fcoundrels ! eat  my  rolls  and  butter, 
And  daring  thus  their  infolences  mutter ! 

Swallow  my  turtle  and  my  beef  by  pounds, 

And  tear  my  ven’fon  like  a pack  of  hounds  j 
Yet  have  the  impudence,  the  brazen  face, 

To  fay  I am  not  fitted  for  the  place ! 

In  God’s  name  let  my  wine  in  torrents  flow  I 
E’en  be  my  houfe  a tavern  in  Soho  ! 

Of  daily  ven’fon  let  me  try  the  force, 

And  keep  an  open  houfe  for  man  and  horfe. 


Oh  I 

:-9 
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Oh  ! let  me  iiold  by  any  means  the  chair  !- — 

To  keep  that  honour  every  thing  I dare  I 

P E T E R. 

1 own  that  nothing  like  good  cheer  fucceeds 

A man’s  a God  whofe  hoglhead  freely  bleeds  j 
Champaigne  can  confecrate  the  damned’ft  evil : 

A hungry  Paralite  adores  a Devil ; 

In  radiant  virtues  Iris  poor  hofl;  arrays, 

And  fmooths  him  with  the  goffimer  of  praife  ; 

Stuff’d  to  the  throat  till  repetition  tires. 

And  Gluttony’s  huge  greafy  wifh  expires; 

Apoftate  then,  the  knave  denies  his  church. 

And  leaves  his  Saint,  with  laughter,  in  the  lurch. 

In  fhort,  your  Gormandizers  and  your  Drinkers 
Quit  their  old  faith,  and  turn  out  rank  Freethinkers. 

Dead  is  the  novelty  of  fine  fat  haunches. 

And  truth  no  longer  facrific’d  to  paunches : 

Afiiam’d 
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AdianiM,  at  length,  the  fad,  repentant  sinners 
All  blulli  to  barter  flatt’ry  for  good  dinners : 

i 

No  charms  furround  the  knocker  of  your  door. 

That  beam’d  with  honour,  but  now  beams  no  more  ! 

SIR  JOSEF  11. 

Betray’d  by  thofe  on  whom  my  all  depends ! - — — 

PETER. 

Betray’d,  like  C^sar,  by  his  bofom  friends ! 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Though  man,  ungrateful  man,  his  aid  deny ; 

The  Pow’r  whofe  wifdom  rules  yon  lofty  Iky, 

May  grant  his  gracious  and  protecting  pow’r, 

And  aid  my  efforts  in  the  trying  hour  ! 

PETER. 

Left  by  your  earthly  friends,  I fear  your  pray’rs. 
Mold  pious  President,  won’t  mend  affairs : 


M 


S 
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The  Po  w’r  you  mention,  with  all-feeing  eyes, 

Well  knows  your  little  rev’rence  for  his  fkies  *. 

Thus  may  your  pray’rs  be  vain,  however  hearty  ; — 

Behdes,  Heav’n  oftnefl  joins  the  flrongefl;  party. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

’Sblood  ! have  I practis’d  ev’ry  art  in  vain  ? 

to 

Undaunted  fac’d  the  dangers  of  the  main  ? 

PETER.  • 
fac  ’d  Qu  EEN  Oborea  in  the  boat, 
loft  your  fhoes  and  flock  ings,  and  your  coat ; 

A circuniftance  that  much  the  tale  enriches, 

I 

But  providentially  preferv’d  your  breeches ! 

i’"Qr  unknown  weeds,  dar’d  unknown  paths  explore, 

And  frighten’d  Cannibals  from  fliore  to  fhore  j 

On  each  new  ifland  clapp’d  King  George’s  feal, 

A fharp  imprelllon  too  of  hardeji  Jieel ; 

Whilft  Witnefs  Piftol  and  his  Brother  Gun 
Look’d  with  a pointed  approbation  on. 

* The  Poet  here  moft  facetloufly  and  beautifully  alludes  to  the  fe- 
ceffion  of  the  aftronomical  genlufes  from  the  Society* 


h decent 
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A decent  method  of  appropriation, 

And  adding  glory  to  the  Britifh  nation  ! 

True,  you  have  try’d  to  be  as  great  as  he, 

The  vent’rous  Trojan,  fport  of  wind  and  lea. 

Who  left  old  Troy,  his  parifh,  far  from  home. 

To  find  a lodging  for  imperial  Rome ; '■ 

Yet  are  thofe  feats  what  vulgars  term  a bore  .* 

Stale  fluff — the  Members  look  for  fomething  more» 

I grant  you  naked  with  your  fervants  pranc’d. 

To  fhov/  how  folks  at  Otaheite  danc’d  ; 

And  much  the  finding  audience  you  amus’d, 

Though  D ECENCY,  indeed,  the  dance  abus’d  : , 

She,  blufhing  damfel,  turn’d  her  head  afide. 

And  wifh’d  a whip  to  ev’ry  hopping  hide. 

Grant  that  you  lent,  to  charm  the  public  eye, 

Egyptian  ftones  *,  that  form’d  for  hogs  a ftye  ; 

*■  Sir  Jol'eph  feiit  tome  curious  Egyptian  ftones  to  the  Biitifli  Mufeiim  * 
fuch  was  his  zeal  for  the  honour  of  Hieroglyphics  ; but  as  that  building 
poliefles  already  as  much,  of  tire  antique  as  it  can  well  authenticate,  they 
were  returned  in  a cart  upon  his  hands. 

With 
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Witli  feeming  hieroglyphics  on  their  faces. 

That  .prov’d  unfortunately  pigs’~feet  traces ; 

Yet  lo  ! like  bullocks,  in  a fair,  they  roar, 

Or  vacate  bid  you,  or  do  lomething  more, 

SIR  J O S E P II. 

’Sdeath,  then,  Til  fpit  in  ev'ry  blockhead’s  face; 

Kick  them,  and  purge  the  dwelling  from  difgrace, 

PETE  R. 

Thus  when  a hoft  of  grafhoppers  and  rats, 

By  men  undaunted,  unabafh’d  by  cats, 

In  hopping,  and  in  running  legions  pours, 

Affrights  the  Papifts,  and  their  grafs  devours ; 

Lo,  arm’d  with  pray’rs  to  thunder  in  their  ears, 

A Bishop  boldy  meets  the  buccaneers ; 

Sprinkles  his  holy  water  on  the  fod, 

And  driv^cs,  and  damns  them  in  the  name  of  God*! 

Tou 


* Tills  is  actually  done  in  Roman  Catholic  countries  by  order  of  the 
church.  In  fome  places  two  attorneys  are  employed  in  the  afrair  of  the 

grafhoppers ; 


[ 49  ] 

Tou  purge  the  tainted  dwelling  from  dilgrace. 

By  boldly  {pitting  in  each  Member’s  face !. 

Where,  fweet  Sir  Jofeph,  will  you  find  the  fpittle, 
Since  what  would  fioat  the  Albion  * were  too  little  ? 

With  folemn,  fentimental  fiep,  fo  flow, 

I fee  you  through  the  flreets  of  London  go,. 

With  poring,  fludious,  flaring,  earth-nail’d  eye, 

As  heedlefs  of  the  mob  that  buftles  by ; 

This  nioas  a fcheme  of  wifdom,  let  me  fay, 

But  lo,  this  trap  for  fame  hath  had  its  day  5 
And  let  me  tell  you,  what  I’ve  urg’d  before,. 

The  refllefs  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 


grafhoppers ; one  for  the  grafhoppers,  the  other  for  the  people  : but 
It  is  the  fate  of  the  grafhoppers  to  have  tlie  worft  of  it,  as  they  are 
always  anathematized^  and  ordered  to  be  excommunicated  if  they  do  not 
quit  the  place  within  a certain  number  of  days. 

One  of  our  firfl  rates. 
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SIR  JOSEPH. 

Zounds ! ha’nt  I fwallow'd  raw  fledi  like  a hound  ? 

On  vileft  reptiles  rung  the  changes  round  ? 

Eat  ev’ry  filthy  infed:  you  can  mention ; 

Tarts  made  of  grafhoppers,  my  own  invention  ? 

Frogs ; tadpoles  by  the  fpoonfull,  long-tail’d  imps ; 
And  munch’d  cockchaffers  juft  like  prawns  or  fhrimps  ? 

PETER. 

In  troth,  I’ve  feen  you  many  a reptile  eat, 

And  heard  you  call  the  dirty  difti  a treat ; 

Oft  have  I feen  you  meals  on  monkeys  make ; 

Nay,  Hercules  furpafs — devour  your  Snake  ; 

And  make  as  little  of  a toad  or  viper. 

As  pelicans  of  mack’rel  or  a piper ; 

And  wriggling  round  your  mouth  its  little  claws, 

/ 

Have  heard  a bat  cry  “ Murder  !”  in  your  jaws: 


Yet, 
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Yet,  hear,  Sir  Jofeph,  what  I’ve  faid  before. 

The  blufhing  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 

SIR  JOSEPH. 

Hell  feize,  the  Pack  ! imconfcionable  dogs ! 

Snakes,  fpiders,  beetles,  chaffers,  tadpoles,  frogs, 
All  fwallow’d  to  difplay  what  man  can  do.^ 

And  muft  the  villains  ftill  have  fomethinsr  new  ? 

O 

Tell,  then,  each  pretty  President  Creator, 

G — d d-mn  him,  that  I’ll  eat  an  Alligator  ! 

PETER. 

I 

Sir  Jofeph,  pray  don’t  eat  an  Alligator 

Go  fwallow  fomewhat  of  a fofter  nature ; 

Feaft  on  the  arts  and  fciences,  and  learn 

/ 

Sublimity  from  trifle  to  difcern : 

With  fhells,  and  flies,  and  daifles,  cover’d  o’er, 
Let  pert  Queen  Fiddlefaddle  rule  no  more; 


Thus 


■'•s 
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Thus  fhall  Philosophy  her  fuffrage  yield, 

Sir  Jofeph  wear  his  hat  *,  and  hammer  wield  j 
No  more  fhall  Wisdom  on  the  Journals  flare, 
Nor  Newton’s  f image  blufh  behind  the  chair.. 


* The  Prcfident  has  the  ineftimable  and  foie  privilege  of  httlng  co- 
vered at  the  Royal  Society’s  meeting. — ^The  hammer  forms  a part  of  the 
regalia^  to  command  filence,  and  roufe  the  Members  from  their  happy 
{lumbers,  whilft  their  Secretary,  Dr.  Blagden,  proclaims  rare  news  from 
the  moth,  bat,  butterfly,  and  fpider  countries, 

f The  pidlure  of  this  great  man  is  Immediately  behind  the  chair  of 
the  President, 
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